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devastating World War and how many potential creators of great works
of art, but like the coming of the aconite, the snowdrop and the crocus
after a season of blizzards, the old Masters showed again at the National
Gallery. Michelangelo, Rubens, Rembrandt, El Greco and Velazquez
attracted great crowds, mostly young people. I recalled how I felt after
the first World War, when after years from the things and people that
mattered most to me, I did not come back a disillusioned man but sang:
I am the man who heedless of the crowd
Stops long to watch a passing cloud;
I am the man who in the traffic maze
Feels he is held by warm sun rays;
I am the man who carries through the street
His child, that all may still seem sweet.
I am the man who loves the wind and rain
And laughs at the slow aeroplane;
I am the man whose heart and mind can soar
Beyond the stars through heaven's door;
I am the man who meets God face to face
In everything, in every place.
I do not know in what mood the young people came back from this
war, and how they voted in the election, but I can only judge from the
crowds that flood the concert halls and galleries and theatres, that there
is something of an aesthetic renaissance which may be stunned into
impotency by the economic blizzards which follow wars. The news-
papers, however, were filled with photographs of Buchenwald, with
descriptions of the horrors of concentration camps and the remains of
vast populations they had deliberately destroyed in their gas chambers.
"They might have taken a photograph of me," G.B.S. said, pointing
to a particularly emaciated specimen. "When these things happen in
other countries we get quite excited, but they hated me when I
pointed out the sweated industries in this country, the back-to-back
houses which still exist and the Board Schools where children are con-
centrated in large numbers and have to learn a lot of rubbish, often
undernourished and half-awake. When I stumped the country pointing
out honest facts they called me every conceivable name, but I had grown
an elephant's hide impervious to vilification. In every factory, in every